
hfld he had been able to see everyfor one moment that I am ashamed of
it; no, nofor one moment thing through, the hangings. He was

The sound of heavy feet drew near a quick-witte- d old negro, and he knew.
of course, that there would be but oner. Wilfred called again,1 while tne
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are the daily torment of thousands. t To ef-
fectually cure these troubles you must re-
move the cause. Foley Kidner Pills begin
to work for you from the first dose, and ex
ert so direct and beneficial an action in the
kidneys and bladder that the pain and tor-
ment --of kidney trouble soon disappears.

verdict given by such a court-marti-two In the room confronted each oth
er, the man. erect, and the woman, too, as.. had assembled. Now, the men
A strange pain was in her heart At
least' here was a man, but before she

who composed- the court would of ne-

cessity be detailed to carry out their
could say a word in answer to. bis im own sentence. The long room - was
passioned defense, the room filled with filled with stacks of guns. Every sol
soldiers. dier, even those under the command

"There's yoir man, ' Bergeant," said of Corporal Matson in Arrelsford's de Is Clogged UpBDNGTHE HAPPENINGS OFANIGHT Wilfred; "I hand him over to you partment had gone to the court-ma- r

"You are my prisoner." said the ser tial. There was nothing else of in That's Why You're TiredOut of SortsfcScs INPKMOND IN THE SPRING OF 1865 geant.: terest to attract them In the house. Have No' Appetite;
Every gun was there in that room, un CARTER'S LITTLE;Hrs command was reinforced by a

number of others, including Corporal guarded. LIVER PILLSGillette; A recent capture of a battalion of will put you right
Federal riflemen had put the Confed in a few da

They dqBTCYRVSTOWNSEND BRADY erates into possession of a few hun
dred breech-loadin- g weapons, not of their duty.. C PILLS.

Matson and his squad, and some of the
men of the Provost Guard, who had
been chasing , Thorne through the
streets. At this juncture, Arrelsford,
panting and breathless, also joined
the company la the drawing-room- . He
came In rapidly, thrusting aside those
in his way.

"Where is he?" he cried. "Ah!" he

Copybioht 1912 By Dood, Mead aho Company ' Cure Con --i

Btination.
the latest and most approved pattern,
for the cartridges in these guns were
In cardboard shells, but still better
than any the south possessed. These

Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SYNOPSIS. surprised of tie two Thorne at see-

ing Wilfred, or Wilfred at Thome's ap
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signaturerifles had been distributed to some of
pearance. The Jatter'e face was pale, exclaimed trlnmnhantlv. as his eve fell the companies in garrison at Rich
his breath was coming rapidly, he was upon Thorne, standing quietly, sur mond, and It so happened that the

men of the secret service Bquad and

Mrs. Varney, wife of Confederate
general, has lost one son and another Is
dying: from wounds. l3he reluctantly gives)
her consent for Wilfred, the youngest, to
Join the army If his father consents. The
federals are making their last assault in
an effort to capture Richmond. Edith
Varney secures from President Davis a

rounded by the soldiers. "We've got
him, have we?" - the provost guard had received most

bareheaded. His brow was covered
with sweat, and he had the hunted,
desperate look of a man at the very
end of his resources Neither at first

of them. Every gun in the stacks was TONIC '
FOR EYES

; "Young Mr. Vamey, here, took him,
sir," said the sergeant of this pattern.commission for Capt. Thorne, who is Just

"So," returned Arrelsford to his pris- -recovering from wounds, as chief of the In his earlier days; Jonas had been
telegraph at Richmond. Capt. Thorne oner, "run down at last. Now, you will his young master's personal' attend- - EFFORT TO SOFTEN THE BLOWtells Edith he has been ordered awa;
!fih rivlnrpH ha munt not to and tel find out what it costs to play your lit ant, his body-servan- t, and as such he
him of tha commission from the presl tle game with our government tele had often gone hunting .. with him. Possibly ; Things" Would Have Hapdent. Mr.-- Arrelsford of the Confederate
secret service, a rejected suitor of graph lines." 'Edith's, detects Jonas. Mrs. Varney's

said anything to the other. It was
Thorne who first recovered himself.
He sought to pass by the boy, but Wil-
fred Beized him.

"Halt!" he cried; "you re under
arrest"

"Wait a moment!" gasped out
Thome; "and I will go with you."

As he spoke he shook himself loose
from the weak grasp of the wounded
young man, and started down the

But Theme did not turn his head, al
During the war he had frequently vis-
ited him in camp, charged with mes-
sages of one sort or another, and he

Ihutler carrying a note from a prisoner
pened if Mrs. Jones Mad Heard ,

. Remark of Her Husband.

Every one has heard authentic
though Arrelsford spoke almost in hisin Libbv prison. Arrelsford suspects K

is intended for Thorne. The note reads: ear. He looked straight at Edith Var knew all about weapons.
"Attack tonight. Plan . Use Tele- - ney, and she returned his glance. As he stared into the long roomjrraDh." Arrelsford declares Thorne la stories of the man who asked another,
sLewis Dumont of the Federal secret "Don't waste any time, sergeant," after the departing soldiers, he did "Who is that old frump over yonder Vtservice, and that his brother Henrv is said Arrelsford furiously. "Take him not know Edith Varney was stillprisoner in Libby. Edith refuses to be and got the reply, "She is my wife."

But the story doesn't go far enough, rdown the street and shoot him full oflieve and su?erests that Thorne be , con- there, nor could he see her at all, forfronted with the prisoner as a test. An
order comes from General Varney for she was on the other side of the cur- - Jones observed an old lady sittinglead. Out with him."

"Very well, sir," said the sergeant across'the room. vWilfred to report to the front at once.
Edith is forced to carry out her part in

room.
"Halt, I Bay!" cried Wilfred. "You

are my prisoner."
"All right, all right." said Thome

quietly; "your prisoner, anything you
like. Here " he drew his revolver
from his pocket and pushed it into the

"For heaven's sake!" he remarkedBut Wilfred Interposed. He came
forward, Thome's revolver still in histhe test of Thorne. The prisoner Is thrust

Into the room alone with Thorne. who to Robinson, "who is that extraordi-
narily ugly woman there?"hand. - Y'-- "recocmizes him as his elder brother, Hen-

ry Dumont They put up a fake fight
"No," he said decisively; "whateverand Henry accidentally kills himself. "That," answered Robinson, "Is my

Caroline Mitford, Wilfred's sweetheart, he is, whatever he has done, he hasboy's hand; "take this, shoot the life wife."..;- -. ;goes to the war department telegraph the right to a trial." Jones was taken aback, but movedornce to send a message to Wilfred. Ar-
relsford suspects a double meaning and

out of me, if you wish, but give me a
chance to see my brother first" up front again.refuses to let It go through. He ana "The head of the secret service de-

partment said to me if I found him, to
shoot him at sight," snarled Arrels

Edith secrete themselves to watch Thorne, "Well," he said persuasively, "you"Your brother?" .

"Yes. He was shot here tonight Iwhose arrival Arrelsford expects. Thorne Just ought to see mine!" New York,takes charge of the telegraph office. ford.want one look at his face; that's all." Evening Post.Arrelsford and Edith see Thorne alter a
dispatch from, the- secretary of war. "I don't, care what General Tarle- -"Where is he?"

"Maybe they put him in the room ton said. I captured this man; he's in Too Busy to Consider Another Job.
Thorne is shot in the wrist by Arrelsford
when he attempts to send It. Arrelsford
calls the guard, and when they appear
Thorne turns the tables by ordering the

across the hall yonder." this house, and he is not going out un Uh-n- sah t'anky for de ob-iga- -

less he is treated fairly tion!" frankly replied ramshackle"What would he be doing there?"arrest or Arreisrord. The removal or Ar-
relsford is stopped by the arrival of Gen asked Wilfred, not yet apprehending
eral Randolph. Thorne again begins the situation from Thome's remarks.

- Brother Bulginback, who was noted
for his deftness in dodging work.
"Kin't do be job for yo', cunhnel, much

The sergeant looked uncertainly
from Wilfred to Arrelsford. Mrs. Var-
ney, who had entered with, the rest of
them, and who now stood by her

Nothing," eald the other bitterly;
"I guess he is dead." -

daughter's side, looked her approval"Wait," said Wilfred. He stepped
as I'd admiah to; uh-kaz- e why: Me
and muh wife, sah, we burgun a 'spute,
day .befo' yiste'd'y, 'bout a p'int In de
Scripters, and I isn't gwine to have

at her son. The mettle of his distin

sending tne dispatch. Arrelsford protests,
declaring Thorne is sending a forged
order to weaken the lines of defense.
Thprne is saved by Miss Varney, who
produces his commission aa chief of
telegraph. She, having seen enough to
convince her he Is a spy, begs him not
to send the forged order. After she
leaves he tears it up. Thorne plans to
escape from Richmond. Arrelsford calls
at the Varney home and demands to see
Edith. Mrs. Varney refuses. A sergeant
apppars with an order to search the
house for Thorne. Wilfred Varney re-
turns from the front wounded.

acrosathe hall, keeping Thome cov-
ered with his revolver. "Don't move;
I will see." He threw open the door,

guished father was surely in his veins.
"Well done," said the woman softly, no time for de next week or sich-uh- -

but not so softly that those about herglanced in, and then came back. "It's
a lie!" he said.

mattah for nutb'n but lookln' up 'pro-pria- te

answers to dat mistaken lady's
ahgymunts."

did not hear; "your father would have
spoken soWhat!" exclaimed Thome.

There is no one in there. It is just Arrelsford . came to a sudden de
cision.one of your tricks. Call the guard!" Homeric Humorist

GuIde--I- n front of you is the na--He shouted toward the hall, and then
toward the window. "Sergeant of the

"Well, let him have a trial. TVeH
give him a drumhead court-martia- l. tional capital.When He Finished, He Had the Bullet

CHAPTER XVIII.

Captain Thorne Justifies Himself.
After the two women had left him,

Wilfred stood motionless for a mo-
ment, and then sat wearily down to

guard! Captain Thome is here, in In His Mouth. Miss Gush Oh, isn't it angelic?
Mr."' Grouch Angelic? Why; young

but it will be the quickest ever held
on earth. Stack your muskets here,this house."
and organize a court." he said.He stepped out on the porch and tain, looking out of the window, and.

it seemed to him that the room was
woman, how can you speak of it as be-
ing angelic? "shouted again with astonishing power

empty. Miss Gush Well, it has wings,
"Fall in here," cried the Bergeant at

which the men quickly took their
places. "Attention! Stack arms! Two Jonas was a very intelligent negro. hasn't it? Florida Times-Unio- n.

rest. Scarcely had he done bo when
he heard shouts far outside in the
street, the heavy trampling of feet,
cries, directions, orders. He rose and
walked over to the window. The cries

and while under any ordinary circumof you take the prisoner. Where shall
we find a vacant room, ma'am?" stances his devotion to his master and

mistress would have been absolutely
' Uninstructed.

'Pa, what's a contretemps?"
"I don't know. I've never learned

were growing louder and the footsteps "Across the hall," said Mrs. Var.
ney; ."where the, ladles were sewing sure, yet he had become tinged with

the ideas of freedom and liberty inmore distinct. . Men were approaching
the house rapidly, he could tell that this evening." V the names of all : these automobile

parts." Judge.the air. He had assisted many and"Very good," said the sergeant

for one so painfully wounded as he.
Then the boy felt a faintness come
over him. He sank down on a seat on
the porch and leaned his head against
the house, and Bought to recover his
strength, fighting a desperate battle;
fearful lest Thome should escape
while he was thus helpless.

It was Edith Vamey who first re-
plied to his frantic summons by hurry-
ing into the room. She was as much
surprised to see Thorne as he was to
see her. Her heart leaped in her bosom
at the sight of him, and she stared at
him as at a wraith or a vision.

"You wouldn't tell me an untruth.

many a Union prisoner. Captain"Left face! Forward, march!
Thorne, by his pleasant ways and niceArrelsford and Wilfred followed the . Higher Praise.

'Mabel, you are simply perfect."
'That Isn't much of a compliment,

address, had won his heart And hesoldiers.

they were running. What could they
be? What was toward? A suspicion
flashed into his mind. It had hardly
found lodgment there when Thorne
sprang upon the porch, leaped across
it, and burst through the other front
window into the long room. A pedeB- -

himself was deeply concerned person"I am 'the chief witness," said the Henry. ; George tells me I'm pluperally that the young man should not beformer fect." Kansas City Journal.punishedfor his attempt to bring"I will ee that he gets fair play,1
about the success of the Union cause,remarked the latter, as they marchedtal with a bust of Washington on it which Jonas felt to. be his own causa,out ;

.
; ':. ;V.

"I must go to Howard," said, Mrs Therefore he had a double motive to
secure tne freedom of his principal Toasted to a

Golden Brown !

vamey; "this excitement is killing
him; I am afraid he will hardly sur if it were in any. way possible.

would you?" said Thorne, coming
closer to her. "He was shot in this
room an hour ago, my brother Henry.
I'd like to take one look at his dead
face before they send me the same

As he stared at the pyramids ofvive the night. Caroline Is with him guns, listening to the hum of convernow."
sation from the room, across the hall"Very well, mother,!" said Edith, go 'smacking, good,"the door had been fortunately

way. Where is he? Can't you tell me
that much. Miss Varney? Is he In the
house?" - closed a thought came to him. He

Sounds
doesn't it? .

That's

ing slowly up the now deserted room
and standing in the window, looking
out Into the night thinking : her pushed aside the portieres with whichEdith looked at his face, shook her

he had concealed himself, and enstrange, - appalling thoughts. They
would convict him,, shoot him, there tered the room by the back door.

head a little, and moved away from
him toward the table. Thome threw
up his hands in a gesture of despair,
and turned toward the window. As he

He moved with cat-lik- e swiftness inwas no hope. What had he said? He
was not ashamed of bis work. It was the . direction of the first stack of fO!rifles. He knelt down by it seized thedid bo, Wilfred, having recovered from the highest duty and ' Involved the nearest gun, which lay across the othnis raininess a mue, caiiea oui again: highest and noblest sacrifice, because er three, swiftly opened the breech- -"The guard! The escaped prisoner, it made the greatest demand; and

Captain Thome! they would shoot him like a mad dog.'
plug, drew out the cartridge, looked
at it a moment, put the end of It In
his mouth, and crunched his strongThis time his frantic outcry was an "Oh, God!" she whispered; 1f some

swered. At last they were closing in bullet would only find my heart as white teeth down upon it When hewell."upon the wretched man. He turned
from the window and faced the girl,
scarcely less wretched than he, and

finished, he had a leaden bullet In bis
mouth, and the cardboard shell in hisCHAPTER XIX. band. He replaced this latter In the

Tender thin bits of the best
parts of ' Indian Com, perfectly
cooked at the factory, and
ready "to eat direct from the '

package fresh. . crisp and

laughed shortly, ;
chamber and closed the breech-plug- ."They are on the scent, you see," he The Drumhead Court-Martia- l.

A smile of triumph Irradiated his sa-

ble features. ' : The gun could beIt so happened that the soldiers
who bad thrust old Jonas back in clean. -- . -.

said;, "they'll , get me In a minute;
and when they do, it won't take them
long to finish me off. And as that'll
be the last of me, Miss Vamey, maybe

fired, but whatever or whoever stoodhis closetwhence they had taken In front of it would be unharmed.him a short time --Jbefore, in their There's a delicate sweetHe - had not been quite sure thatyoull listen to one thing. We can't I haste, had failed to lock the door upon
all die a soldier's death, in the roar him. - The negro. " who had listened

he could do this, but the result of his
experiment convinced him. All the

ness about loasties that
make them the favorite flaked
cereal at 1 thousands of break-- 'and glory of battle, our friends about for the click of the key in the lock.

us, under the flag we love. No, not all! had at once known of their careless fast taller daily. '
Some of us have orders for another! ness. So soon as ' they had with-

drawn from the room, and their search

other guns were of the same charac-
ter, and, given the time, he could ren-
der them all harmless. He did not
waste time to reflection, but started
in with the same process on th oth-
ers. He worked iwith furious haste

kind of work, dare-devi- l, desperate
work, the hazardous schemes of the . Post Toasties wiih creamtook them to other parts of the

house.' he had opened the doer cau

"Sergeant of the Guard, Captain
Thorne Is Here." "

was Blending between the windows.
As Thorne sprang back from the win-
dow, he knocked against it It fell to
the floor with a tremendous crash.

He stood b taring a moment toward
the window, listening while the noise
of the running feet died away In the
distance. It seemed that he had dis-
tanced his pursuers or eluded them
for the time being. - It could only be
for a moment, however; he had other
things to think of. Well, that moment
would be enough; it was ail he re-
quired. He turned to go down the
room, only to find himself confronted
by the boy.

It la bard to say which was the more

secret service. We fight our battles
alone, no comrades to cheer us on, ten
thousand to one against us. death at

and a sprinkling of sugar

Delicious
until every bullet had been bitten off
every cartridge. v.

tiously and had made his way toward
the ball by the drawing-room- , which
he felt instinctively was the place
where the exciting events of the night

every turn. If we win. we escape with (TO BE CONTINUED.)

Birds cf a Feather.
our lives; if we lose, we are dragged
ont and butchered like dogs. No sol

Whclesoms
' " Eaty'to terradier's grave, not even a trench with Clem The suffragettes tare . cap

the rest of the boys alone, despised.

would soon culminate.
Thome's ; entry., and the circum-

stances of fcls apprehension had been
so engrossing that no one had given
a thought to Jonas, cr to any other

tured Michigan.
forgotten! These were my - orders. Lem Yes, the Mlchlg-oos- has
Miss Varney; this is the death I Ue SdJ by - Crocers cvfrvw&erssame rigtsts as the 111 . U- -now the

gxnder.tonight. nd I don't want you to think I part of the house, for that matter.


